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1 MB. NEVIN 
passed away 1 
' some years ago 
^ ™ and there 
) are no living 
' relatives. but 
i want to know 
" about you. 
Suddenly, that 
seems VERY 
IMPORTANT.' 




I WAS BORN AROUND 
THESE PARTS, MADGE. I ALWAYS 
WANTED A LITTLE PIECE OF 
LAND WHERE I COULD SPREAD 
OUT, ENJOY WORKING AND 
LIVINS ON- I'VE GOT THAT NOW.., 

t FARM I'M DEVELOPING. 
I RAISE ENOU*l MONEY ON ODO 
JOBS TO SO OUT TO IT EVERY 
FEW MONTHS AND ADD SOMEf 
THING NEW. 





J>HE SAT THERE, 
THIS FRAIL OLD 
LADY, A PORTRAIT 
IN LAVENDER 
AND VERY 
DELICATELY 
WROUGHT LACE. 
HER 5MILE WA5 
WISTFUL AS SHE 
CONTEMPLATED 
THE PAST WITH 
A NOSTALGIC 
SIGH. 





LONELINESS IS A 
PRICE ONE PAYS FOR 
OLD AGE, MY DEAR. 
BUT FOR THE FEW 
. FRIENDS I HAVE, 
AND THEIR VISITS... 
I'D HAVE f 
TO LOOK FORWARD 
' TO. OF COURSE, I I- 
NO COMPLAINTS. I'VE 
HAD A FINE. AND 
FULL L 



ANYONE'S 1 
IFE COULD 1 
BE FtNE 4 
AND FULL 1 
'ITH THE 1 
POWER TO 
COMMAND 
ANYTHING 

MONEY CAN 
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NOW THAT I'M SECURELY 
ESTABLISHED AS THE MAN IN 
YOUR LIFE, I MAY AS WELL 
BEGIN ACTING THE PART/ HERE. 
MRS. NEVIN LOOKS JUST FINE.. 

AND WE'LL BE WITHIN 

■ CALLING DISTANCE.' 




Jt UJe paused just 

H LONG ENOUGH TO 
t GET MY JACKET, 
i ANO THEN, IN HIS 
' ARMS... JUST AS 
ON THE DAY WE 


B^ 1 IT IS I WAS SAVING Ifi 
r LOVELY HERE. k& IT FOR A VERY ™ 
WHY DIDN'T A SPECIAL OCCASION... 
YOU INTRODUCE AND THIS IS IT/ THE 
ME TO THE J MINK FARM IS 
LAKE BEFORE? / JUST ABOUT READY 
. FOR ME FULLTIME, 


FIRST MET... DOUG 

CARRIED ME 
DOWN TO THE LAKE. 
SOON WE WERE 
SKIMMING QUIETLY 
ACROSS THE STILL 
WATERS— 


«■ // T MADGE. HOW ABC 
// / MOVING OUT THER 
/ V WITH ME, AS ^ 
/ — (MY WIFE? J 


UT 

E / 

ir 
pa 


*» r~" ■$ 




\ \ '—•,->»>• v->r<- | 
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W NOW I UNDERSTAND WHY 
VOU PRETENDED MRS. NEVIN 

WAS ILI SUGGESTING TO HER 

FRIENDS NOT TO WStXANP WHV 
THE HIRED COUPLE LEFT SO 
SUDDENLY.' AND EVEN WHY THE 
THOUGHT OF MARRYING ME 
DISTRESSED YOU.' YOU WANTED 
TO BE HERE ...TO BE THE ONI 
ONE AROUND WHEN SHE 
SIGNED HER WIL 



The contempt 

" UPON HIS 
PACE WAS 
MORE THAN 
t COULD BEAR. 
I STRUCK 
BACK 
DEFIANTW, 
WANTING 

HIM TO 
KNOW THE 
COMPULSION 
THAT Leo 
MB TO 

THIS-.TMB 

FEELINGS 

THAT 
MOT! VAT EO 

SUCH ACTS 
WITHIN WE.' 



YES, I WANTED 
* HER MONEY' I 
WANTED IT DES- 
PERATELY.' I KNOW 
WHAT IT 15 TO SUFFER 
AND SLAVE TO EKE 
OUT A MISERABLE 
LIVING.' AFTER ALL, 
I'M NOT STEALING 
fT...rM EARNING IT 
WITH MY FRIEND- 



THAT 'S A NEW J 
WORD FOR IT. 
BUT WHATEVER 
YOU CALL IT, 
I DON'T 
WANT ANY 
PART OF IT... 
OR YOU.' I 
PITY YOU FOR 
THE DISTORTED 
WAY YOU 




£ RAN OUT OF 
-' '*3 HOUSE AS 
THOUGH I HAD 
BEEN DUPEO, 
DELIBERATELY 
OUTWITTED.' BUT 
ONCE OUTSIDE, 
t TURNED. -AND 
THE PATHETIC 
SIGHT OF THE 
LONELY OLD LADY 
: TORE AT " " 
HEART- EVEN NOW, 
SHE SPOKE NO 
HARSH WORD 
ANO SEEMED ■ 
SINCERELY SORRY 
TO SEE ME QO/ 
1 «£. ALIZEO 
THB.N™! COULD 
NOT LEAVE 
- HER ... 
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A HEART'S LOSS 
THE HAPPIISS MD HEARTBREAK OF VICKI CARTER 

By Audrey Dunn 1 



WTUliSE Vicki Carter smiled wryly, despite 
(he pain that contorted her sensitive and 
lovely face. "I guess I'm getting a dose of my 
CWn medicine," she said, as young Dr. Kenneth 
Lyles bent over her with his stethoscope. Sha 
tried to laugh at the feeble joke she had made, 
but went into a fit of coughing that brought 
a frown of concern to the yoiing surgeon's 
handsome face. 

"Don't talk. Save your strength," he com- 
manded, then added in more kindly fashion, 
"Don't forget you're the patient now and a 
very sick one !" 

Weakened by the coughs that wracked her 
> body, Vicki lay back on the pillow and nodded 
silently. "Yes," she said to herself, "Nurse 
Vicki Carter is now surgery patient in Room 
306 at City Hospital." Bravely she fought back 
the tears that brimmed in her eyes, and con- 
I aidered the irony of it all. She, who had ad- 
ministered to the ills of so many people, was 
now herself dangerously ill. Vicki smoothed 
down the white sheet that covered her slim 
form. Not that she had any regrets — far from 
it. She had saved a human life at the risk of 
her own, and this was the sworn duty of her 
profession. 

A careless child — an accidental fall into tha 
chill waters of a swift river — a scream, and 
Nurse Vicki Carter rushed to the scene) Then 
long minutes of frantic work, administering 
artificial respiration to the half-drowned> child- 
Help had quickly arrived, but not before Vicki 
had been exposed to the wind and the cold. 
And now she lay awaiting a delicate operation 
I for a pulmonary infection. 
. Dr. Lyles looked up from the chart he was 
checking and replaced it on the hook at the 
foot of the bed. Vicki studied the tall, young 
doctor carefully. His gray-green eyes were 
keen and steady, with tiny laugh wrinkles at 
the corners. There was a faint patch of freckles 
over the bridge of his nose, but his wide, 
generous mouth was set in a grim line.** I'll bet 
his playmates used to call him 'Red"," noted 
Vicki to herself, looking at the thatch of close- 
cropped scarlet hair. 

"You're scared, aren't you?" His word* 
brought Vicki back to reality. 

"No — a little," she confessed. 

"You needn't be," he confided. "A lot of 
my patients objected at first because I look 
more like a truck driver than a doctor, but — " 

"Oh. I didn't mean that." Vicki said quick- 
ly. "Why I think you're marvelous!" Sha 



paused as a blush stole up from her throat 
and settled in her smooth cheeks. "What I 
mean is — you look like a marvelous surgeon." 

He said nothing, but took up her wrist in 
his strong, well-scrubbed fingers. His touch 
was like a charge of electricity to Vicki, and 
she wondered if the crazy fluttering of her 
heart was transmitted to her pulse. 

Kenneth Lyles dropped her hand, but the 
spot where he had held it still tingled. Abrupt- 
ly he turned and walked to the door. He turned 
and said matter-of-factly, "I think we'll oper- 
ate tomorrow. Goodnight." 

"Goodnight, Doctor," Vicki answered, then 
added silently, "Why don't you smile— Ken?" 
And again her heart started its wild tattoo, 
sending the blood throbbing in her temples. , 

Early the next morning, a nurse entered, 
and Vicki was prepared for surgery, placed 
on a stretcher and wheeled into the operating 
room. It was not until the ether mask was about 
to be clamped over her nose and mouth that 
she saw Kenneth Lyles. A surgical mask cov- 
ered all but his eyes. Vicki gazed up into 
them, trying to read the thoughts behind them. 
Was he thinking of her as a woman, loving and 
wanting to be loved, or was she just another 
patient to him? 

ALTHOUGH she knew she must give her- 
self up to the sleep-producing gas, Vicki 
struggled briefly as she felt consciousness slip- 
ping away from her. There was a roaring in 
her ears like the pounding of the surf and 
her heartbeat was magnified a thousand times. 
With each throb came the name "Ken-neth — 
Ken-neth — Ken-neth — " and mercifully, she 
sank into a deep and fitful slumber. 

When Vicki opened her eyes again, she was 
conscious of a numbness in her body that 
frightened her. Wide-eyed with terror, she 
gazed about the room. A nurse stood by the 
bed, smiling sympathetically. "Don't try to 
talk, dear," she advised, and her vowt sounded 
from a great distance. 

Vicki opened her mouth to reply, but no 
sound came. "Your mouth is dry," explained 
the nurse. "Here, see if you can sip this. Feel 
better?" asked the nurse, re-arranging the bed 
clothes. "Now if there's anything else you 
want, just ring for me. After all, you're a 
special patient." 

Vicki was puzzled. "Why am I a 'special 
patient'?" she asked. 

The nurse gave a knowing smile. "That's 
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not for me to say, but I can guess. Poor Dr. 
Lyl.es was dead tired after your long operation, 
but he wouldn't sleep a wink until he knew 
you were out of danger." 

The nurse busied herself around the room. 
"You should feel very flattered," she observed 
after a moment. "Why do you know, he's 
postponed his trip to South America just 
because of you? Tic was scheduled to leave 
tomoorow to begin a new research project 
there, but he's decided to wait until you're 
well." She paused in the doorway and smiled. 
"I don't blame him a bit. Not a bit." 

Vicki's elation upon learning of Ken's feel- 
ing for her was chilled by the knowledge that 
he would soon be leaving. She spent agonizing 
hours of waiting for him to visit her that night. 
Her pulse quickened as she heard his now- 
familiar footsteps approaching along the cor- 
ridor. But instead of a white-clad, efficient 
doctor, there appeared in the doorway a self- 
conscious red-haired young man. 

THE young doctor was dressed in a dark 
blue business suit, and his hands were 
busy fumbling with a gray hat. Hesitantly, 
Ken approached Vicki's bed. "Well, Doctor," 
said Vicki, her heart singing at the sight of 
him. "Checking up on your patient?" 

He sat gingerly on the edge of the chair 
next to the bed. "I've wanted to talk with you 
for a long time," Ken told her 1 , more sure of 
himself now. "Vicki— you said something right 
after the operation that started me thinking. 
You were still unconscious." he hastened to 
add, "but often when the barriers are down, 
people talk more freely than otherwise." 

"That's true," agreed the auburn-hatred girl 
propped against the snow-white pillows. Vicki 
tried desperately to recall what she might have 
said. 

"Well," again he blushed in confusion, "you 
said something about falling in love with — " 
he halted " — with someone." 

h was Vicki's turn !o blush. Had she called 
his name? The name thai was on her lips when 
she went under the ethet? 

"Vicki." Ken grasped liet hands and gazed 
steadily into her eyes. "Seeing you every day, 
being around you has made me love you more 
than anything in the world! You'll be leaving 
here tomorrow, and 1 couldn't let you go 
without telling you how I ieel." 

It was out ' Th. ivcrds Vicki had been long- 
ing to hear li*d at last been blurted out. And 
smiled ' Despite th* confusion that reigned 
in her heart, Vicki returned the warm smile 
and let herself be drawn to him. Ken's lip* 
found and held hers in a passionate kiss that 
nent Vtclti's heart soaring like a wind-tossed 
cloud. 

"And I love you, Ken," sh» whisnered. when 
he finally released her. 



"I don't want your answer now. I want yffl 
to be well and strong before I ask you to marl] 

Then Vicki recalled the words of the nursi 
"But — but what about your appointment in 
South America?" she asked. 

A slight frown clouded Ken's face, but ii 
a moment it was gone. "Don't you worry youf 
pretty head about that," he smiled. "After all, 
1 applied for that job before I met you. Every* 
thing's different now. I can stay here at the 
hospital and — " 

"But the job meant a great deal to you, didn't 
it, Ken?" Vicki asked. 

"I — I can't deny that," he confessed thoughti 
fully. "But don't you see, Vicki? Nothing— I 
not even my career — means as much to me atfl 
you do." He held her close. "Now that I've 
found you, I'll never let you go!" he saidg 
fiercely. 

Ken brushed a goodnight kiss across her 
eager lips and left. Vicki lay back and closed! 
her eyes, trying to look ahead into the future] 
— trying to see a future that included her life! 
as Mrs. Kenneth Lyles. Vainly, she tried tol 
push one troubling question out of her mind, 1 
but as dawn began to color the windows of 
the room, she realized it was hopeless. 

It was all quite clear to her now. If Ken 
failed to leave for South America on schedule,! 
he would have her, but only at the expense 
of his cereer. Blinded by love for her, KenJ 
was willing to make that sacrifice, but Vicki 
knew she could never let him pay such a price, 

Her eyes misted by tears, Vicki groped for 
the button and summoned the nurse. A little 
shaky, but resolved to do what she knew she 
had to do, Vicki dressed and checked out of 
the hospital. Her grim determination silenced 
the protests of the nurse. "Dr. Lyles signed 
your release this morning," she told Vicki, 
"but I'm sure he wanted to see you again." 

^£ A ND 1 want to sec hint again," said 
*A Vicki, as she slowly walked toward 
the door. "Maybe someday — " 

"But aren't you going to leave a message?" 
insisted the nurse. "Now that your case is 
closed, he'll probably be leaving for South 
America soon." 

"No, there's no message," replied Vicki. 
"Someday I'll write him in South America and 
(ell bun all the things I don't have the courage 
to say now. [ust tell him — goodbye and good 
luck." 

The bewildered muse watched as Vlck) 
started down the bread stone stepr. of the hos- 
pital. Jt|« before she vanished, ihe slim girl 
turned, her head high, and looked back. The 
nurse was sure she *aw the sunlight sparkle 
on something in Vicki's eye— a leal, perhaps. 
THE END 
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Soon rut hmteh 
BECAME ROUGH EH 
tNP I KNEW I COULP 
UEMER MAKE THE 
STORE SAFELY. I 

Ms sick and nzzy 

(NO the WAVE 5 
SEtMEP TO i-Fnr 
W MI LIKE DEMONS. 
■BT STILL I FOUGHT 
ON UNTILTHEM WAS 
l/OPI NO LONGER. 
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^ANETCOULIW'T SEE THAT SHE WAS PIFFEWNT , 
ZJ~-fi,S WE ALL ARE. SHE WAS SWEET ANP J 
IMPORTANT TO BOB. FOf? INSTANCE, WHO IOVEP 
HER. BUT JANET YEARNED TO STANP OUT FROM 
THE CROWD! HER YEARNiNG TL1RNEP INTO A 
DEAPLY WEAPON OF SELF-DESTRUCTION.. 
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A^S WE *AT 

■ IN THE PARh 
I THOUOHT 
AtfOUT 7H« 

MURDER-- 

planned po* 

puck bos or 

confesi 

fVERyTHINO 
ANP HIT HIM 
GAIL THE POLICf .. 

That, i knew. 




JANET-- 

you &oop ! and as 
long as we're up 
THERE we CAN 

NCE OUR 

weppins pate 

AMI OUR 
ijf MENTS 

TH TMI 



500N WI WERE ON OUR WAV. BUT 
FVERY MILE THAT PROPPEP BEHINI 
US PKOVfi ME MORE FRANTIC. I HAD 
TO PUCK BOB AND RETURN TO THE 
C'TY. I ASK0P HIM TO STOP AT A ROAP 
STAND WOP. COFFEE AND, WHEN HE DID 
60, 1 «tl^PEP 0EHJNC THE WHEEL ANP 





X PROVE 
BACK TO 
TOWN ANP 
PARKED OH 
THE QUIET 
SIDE STREET 

SV THE 
APlON HOTEL'S 

Rear 

entrance, 
as I iPlannep 

MY NEXT MOVE, 
TWO MEN 

CAME our, 
supporting 

A FRAIL, 
OLP MAN 

BETWEEN 

T-HEM. 
AS THEV 
HEADEP FOR 
A NEARftY 
CAR 



THE SlRL'5 OUT OF HER 
"f FATHER'S IN 
THAT CAR. HE'S TfRED OUT 
ANP ILL FROM A STREN- 
UOUS TOUR. I'M TAKING 
HIM TO A SANATORIUM^ 




/fts I lOlV MV STORY IN THE JUDGE'S 

CHAMBER5, A LOOK OF CONTEMPT 
CAME INTO THE FACE OF THE MAN BE51PE 
MR. T05CA. AFTER I FINISHED, HE STEPPED 
FORWARD AND LAID SOME PAPERS ON 
THE JUDGE'S DEflK....^ 



SEEKING LIES. THE SECRECY WE / 
OBSERVED WAS NECESSARY. MY < 
FATHER IS BENITO TOSCA, THE Eij 
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The stories hi TRUE CONFESSIONS will hold you as no 
other stories you have ever read! 

TRUE CONFESSIONS stories are about real people, writter 

people who lived the experience they write about. 

Thrill to true stories of teen-age love, of courtship, of 

marriage . . . stories from the pages of life itself. 

GET YOUR COPY OF TRUE CONFESSIONS TODAY. 

15tf at all newsstands. 



